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young people, bored with each other, bored with the
music and the surroundings, bored with life. On
the table was a bottle of gin and several baby
tonics, and they constantly filled their glasses, and
continued to look bored. Once or twice they got
up and hobbled about the floor, being pushed
hither and thither in the crowded room, because
they could not dance the way the other? did. So
they returned to their tables and drank more gin
and more tonic-water. And the hours passed.
Then I noticed the man's head bend low, his eyes
full of sleep, drooping, drowsy because of the
alcohol he had consumed. Gradually he fell asleep
on the table, resting his tired head on crossed hands,
while the girl with him began to wake up and to
feel the pulse of life which was beating around her.
He would not awake, though she tried hard to shake
him. She gave it up and watched the others enjoy
themselves. Then came a burly negro, tall, strapp-
ing, his broad shoulders held well back and a lascivi-
ous smile of thick lips on Ms broad face. He asked
her for the dance. It startled her. She turned
to her partner, who was asleep, shrugged her
shoulders, got up and danced. I watched them
dance. The sight amused me. First the distance
at which she held herself, then the break of a smile
OB her face, gentle conversation, more smiles, the
gradual disappearance of that restraint, an occa-
sional look at her partner, then closer to him, her